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44 46 N, 58 32 W 


44 46 N, 58 32 W --the position is pretty certain this early 
morning for all agree. No less than four people were busy at 4:30 
in the saloon getting ready for ‘nautical twilight ' at 5:00, that 
mystical time when the first flush of dawn begins to reveal the 
horizon while the stars still hang clearly in the night sky. Capella, 
Betelgeuse, Riegel, Alpheratz, Denab, and Kochav--the selected star 
book tells us are the old friends we will use today. This reminds 
us that the year is well past its prime for Orion is back in the sky, 
a sure reminder that winter comes. 


I have a special affection for Orion and his outriders. He 
brings back not only memories of the excitement of learning the 
constellations from Joe Lowry on a clear cold 'Norther' 43 years 
ago on the shores of Biscayne Bay, but these were also the stars 
that provided guidance when I navigated Westward from San Diego 
to the Galapagos nearly six years ago, a momentous cruise that proved, 
for it gave me the courage to follow my ‘gleam' and go to sea, and, 
even more important, introduced me to Ann my wife. 


On deck this morning, sextant and watch in hand, were John . 
Wigglesworth, Jake Salisbury and Susan Thornton, all fine shipmates. 
It was a perfect morning to shoot the morning round of stars--warn, 
the seas smooth, and the stars glowing in the quiet skies. There is 
a magic about times like these which keep them in memory--'Haec 
meminisse kuabit'--these things we will-remember with joy. 


This has been a good week. It began with a flying 20 hour visit 
with Ann and Peirce at home. Everything was fine, I was reassured to 
find. By the time I returned to St. John's the stalwart crew had 
the ship fully stocked so we could sail in Tuesday's perfect 
weather, our reduced number aboard making Regina seem luxuriously 
spacious. 


Humpback whales off Cape Race, a force 7 breeze from the south 
giving us 12 hours of rough sailing and a night of motoring in dense 
fog brought us to St. Pierre, a gastronomic heaven which France 
still maintains as its only colony in the New World. 


True to tradition, Regina's crew wined, dined and danced into the 
small hours, so on one regretted Saturday morning's fog which delayéd 
our departure for an hour. : 


Now we're in smooth seas and have just had a fascinating seminar 
on the operations of the International Whaling Commission by Bill Aaror 
the United States Commissioner. We are making our way toward the 
Gully, that underwater canyon near Sable Island where Hyperoodon 
Ampulatus, the north Atlantic bottlenose whale, makes its home. 


As always, life on Regina is full. 


George Nichols, Jr. 
Master 
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